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youth in his district, and a favourite visitor of the
women in the flower boats, where the moonlit
hours on the glass-calm river were whiled away to
music from the silken strings of the melodious
Jdm.. .He could still recollect the names of some
of those bewitching, jasmine-scented maidens.
Such memories were* like little arrows of delight
piercing his vStiJl vibrant mind.
When he wearied of this, he often went clan-
destinely for a stroll down the secluded alley
behind the coffee-shop. It was dark there, and
bat-haunted, and among the mangroves nocturnal-
feeding crabs foraged amid the slime. The scene
always excited Sway Lim. He knew that it was a
dangerous walk at his age ; there might be dacoits
lurking in the shadows who could put a knife
between his shoulders quicker than a flash of
lightning. He knew, too, that his wife strictly
disapproved of his harmless wanderings, so much
so that the very thought of being disobedient to
her wishes afforded him an immense exhilaration.
It was thus, in a spirit of contrariness and anti-
cipated adventure, that Sway Lim set out shakily,
one twilight towards the end of the temperate
season, for the dark alley behind Lin Foo's coffee-
shop.
*                 *                 *
HE had gone a few hundred yards, chuckling
now and then at his own daring and occasionally
making an obeisance to Lung Wang, the God of
Clouds and Water, when he perceived that he was
not alone in the crepuscular atmosphere of the